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and trifles but had to pay for her wardrobe. It meant tight
economy although nearly all her dresses were made from her
mother's or sister's, "cut down" and embellished with bits of
trimming taken from a treasure chest known as the "sewing
trunk."
Mrs. George taught her daughters to make their own clothes,
as soon as they were old enough. But they never acquired her
skill in making patterns, managing scant material, or in the use
of the needle.* Often they would sing as they sewed (indeed,
someone always seemed to be singing somewhere in that house)
—the mother with her sweet, full voice taking the alto part in
snatches from Gilbert and Sullivan, from grand operas, or from
ballads. Some of these ballads Mrs. George remembered from
the "tripenny song book" a seaman had given her on the sailing
vessel from Australia, when she was five years old, and from
which book, on that long voyage, she had taught herself to read.
Henry George did not share her love for symphonic or "high-
brow" music. It was the words which caught him more than the
tune. He seemed to care only for folk tunes, or patriotic songs,
or ballads that had dramatic significance. Frequently, when
his children were at the piano, he would ask them to sing
"Bonnie Dundee," "Caller Herrin," or "The King's Highway,"
with Weatherly's words
... Lord of a thousand acres wide,
While I the beggar must stand aside,
Go thy way! Let me go mine—
I to beg and thou to dinel
When he was deep in thought he had a trick of gazing out a
window and tapping a tattoo on the glass while he whistled over
and over a few bars of "The Battle Hymn of the Republic,"
"Yankee Doodle," or one of his other favorites. In both pitch
and rhythm his performance left something to be desired, but
usually his knotted brow would relax. One day, in the sitting-
room, he drummed away for a particularly long time—oblivious,
of course, to the others present, who all kept silent—until a small
* Both my mother and her mother before her were artists in embroidery. My
mother had an eye for color like a rug-weaver and loved to cover table cloths
with shaded flowers of enchanting delicacy. Her mother stitched the details of
their dresses—my mother's evening dresses and wedding-gown—with the expert-
ness of a Parisian seamstress. These garments were made, Annie George used to
say, "with the red blood of time/'-Agnes de Mitte

